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CHIEF MALKIN: The date is December 18, 

'@1. The time is 1408 hours. This is 

Battalion Chief Malkin of the Safety 

Battalion. I'm conducting an interview with 

Sergeant James Canham of Fire Patrol 3. We 

are at Fire Patrol 3. There's nobody else 

in the room at this time. The interview 

concerns the events of September 11th, 2001, 

and what follows is the interview. 

A. I live in downtown Brooklyn. I saw the 
smoke condition when I dropped my wife off on 
Joralemon Street. I made my way back home, which 
is on Sackett and Smith Street. While I entered 
my welling, I heard my brother on the answering 
machine saying the towers were just hit by an 
airplane. 

I closed by door, made my way back to 
Fire Patrol 3, approximately eight blocks. I 
went into quarters, took my turnout gear out of 
my locker, which consisted of a Halligan, 
flashlight, full bunker gear and PBI hood. 

I made my way down Dean Street, when I 
saw a captain of a fire patrol responding from 


fire prevention. He said, "Are you going over 
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there?" I said, "Yes." I jumped in the car. I 
asked him what we had. He said, "I don't know. 
I just heard a plane had hit the building." 

As we got onto the Brooklyn Bridge and 
we turned where we can get a view of the tower, 
we saw that both towers were burning. So I made 
the comment, "Geez, it looks like the plane must 
have hit one building and careened into the 
other," because tower one was hit much higher 
than tower two. So it looked to me like it had 
hit, dropped and hit the second tower. 

Once again, I was off duty, I had no 
radio, I had nothing. He dropped me off, because 
of traffic, at the South Street Seaport. I made 
my way from the South Street Seaport to the 
corner of Church and Fulton, where I had spotted 
Fire Patrol 3's rig parked out in front of tower 
one. 

Chief Raymond Cowa was standing in 
front of the rig, and he had said that Captain 
Keegan had just made his way inside. I grabbed a 
mask off of the rig. I told the chief I was off 
duty and that I would be going in. He said, 


"watch your back." I began to make my way into 
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the building. 

I had seen a couple of what I had 
thought were body parts in front of the building. 
I didn't pay it much mind. You still had a heavy 
flow of people leaving the building. I made my 
way into the building, down an escalator, where I 
believe I was in the concourse level. I believe 
that's what it's called. 

I ran into Sergeant Sheehan and 
Patrolman Keith Roma. They were escorting people 
up the escalator. They were standing by it 
looked like a turnstile or a revolving door; I'm 
not sure. There were sprinkler heads going off 
on the concourse level. 

John said something bad really 
happened. He said the overheads popped. There 
was a lot of heat here before. There's nothing 
happening now. He's going to stand fast. 

I told him that the chief was looking 
for him and he wanted to coordinate all the fire 
patrol units, get them all together, and begin 
some type of operation coinciding with the Fire 
Department. 


I proceeded into the building. I had 
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told John, which is Sergeant Sheehan, that I was 
going to go into the lobby area where the 
elevator banks were to take a quick look, because 
I saw that there were no firemen on the lower 
level. I wasn't sure -- knowing that the 
elevators had dropped, seeing the condition of 
the hallways, the bent doors, the fascias of the 
hallways were knocked into the hallways. 

I started searching the elevators, when 
a woman said there was another woman trapped in 
an elevator. I had gone over to the elevator 
with my tool and began to pop the door open. The 
elevator was cantilevered, so it was very hard. 
But there was an occupant inside. 

I went back to where I saw Sergeant 
Sheehan and Keith Roma. There were two firemen, 
two truckers. One was an officer. I believe 
they were from 10 Truck. I can't be sure. I 
told them what I had. They came with their 
tools. All three of us tried to pop the door 
with the Halligans. 

A member from the building maintenance 
crew came up with a Port-A-Power. He said, "I've 


got this. I can pop the door. I've got it." So 
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with that we had all left. They had gone back to 
where Sergeant Sheehan and Keith Roma was. I had 
made my way up the stairwell. 

On my way up the stairwell, I began 
encountering a lot of people on their way down, 
very calm, and they were filing out. It wasn't a 
panic. You could see that they were from upper 
floors. I had asked what floors. I believe the 
first floor I heard was the 26th floor, 27th 
floor. Given the time, it seemed this is how 
much time it's taking to get down. Very narrow 
hallway, stairwells going up. 

I got up about four flights, found an 
open door onto the floor. I believe it was the 
fourth floor. I took a quick peek inside, saw no 
occupants, started making my way back up. Once 
again I was beginning to get respiratory now. I 
was beginning to get winded. I had come from 
South Street Seaport to this point and getting 
winded. 

I made my way up to the eighth floor 
and did the same thing, stopped myself for a 
moment, found a water cooler, doused myself with 


some water, continued to make my way up. 
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I got up to the 13th floor, when there 
was a large man blocking the stairwell, people 
climbing over the top of him. I scooped him up 
onto my shoulder, and I began half dragging, half 
carrying him down the stairs. 

I got to the 11th floor, and there was 
a woman sitting on the stairwell crying. I 
yelled, "Ma'am, you've got to move. You're 
blocking the stair. You've got to --" She said, 
"But there's a police officer laying on the 
floor." I took a peek into the doorway. I sawa 
police officer -- I believe it was Port 
Authority -- prone on the floor. 

I had taken the man that I was carrying 
and passed him to two other civilians of large 
size. They were on their way down. I said, 
"Look, take this guy." They were very agreeable, 
no problem. One guy took the woman. The other 
guy grabbed this large man. They continued down. 

I went over to the police officer. He 
said, "I was just trying to catch my wind. I'm 
very winded." I gave him my mask, get a couple 
of breaths. With that, two other police officers 


came, a sergeant and another officer. I'm not 


J. CANHAM 8 


sure if they were Port Authority or city PD. 
They said they're going to take care of their 
man. 

I asked them if they had a cell phone. 
I want to call my wife. She works in downtown 
Manhattan. She works right in the neighborhood. 
He said, "No, but I saw an office down the hall 
that had phones that were still operating." They 
were up there making searches, popping doors, 
et cetera, they had a ram through with them. 

I dropped my mask there in the hallway. 
Air quality was fine. Very dim as far as 
lighting. But the air quality was good. So I 
dropped my mask, made my way down to the far end 
of the corridor, popped open an office door, 
called my wife, told her this is real bad, I'm 
going to be here a while, go home, get the kids, 
stay out of Manhattan, it's going to be a zoo, 
not realizing what was going on. 

When I came back out to the hallway, I 
saw the sergeant once again, that police officer. 
He looked at me and he said, "Are you aware of 
what's going on?" At this time I did not. I 


didn't have a radio, and I just assumed it was 
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one plane. He said, "This was a hit. They hit 
the Pentagon. They hit the White House. And we 
have another inbound coming at us now." 

I looked at him kind of queer and I 
said, "You have another one coming at us?" He 
said, "Yeah. The other tower was hit also." He 
called on his radio, and his dispatcher said 
that, yeah, you have another one inbound, watch 
your back. 

With that, they had started to go down 
the stairs. I went back and called my wife 
again. I figured I'm on the 11th floor of this 
building. If there's a plane inbound now and 
these guys were bailing out -- excuse my 
language, I'm done. 

So I called my wife and left a message 
on her machine. I said, "Baby, I love you. I 
don't think I'm going to make it home. Just take 
care of the kids. I'll be back." 

As I hung up the phone and started 
making my way back down the hall is when the 
rumble started. I thought it was our tower 
starting to collapse, being the volume of fire I 


saw when I had gotten there. 
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I ran down the hallway. As I ran down 
the hallway, I pass two other police officers. 
They were also, I believe, making searches on 
that floor. They must have been with the team. 
We passed each other in flight. 

The sound became horrific. I was about 
maybe five feet from the mask. I just dove for 
my mask, scooped up my mask with one arm and I 
grabbed the stairwell doorway. I had half my 
body on the floor and the other half was in the 
stairwell. I figured if the stairs go, I'll roll 
onto the floor. If the floor goes, I can 
maybe -- it was a grasp at nothing. 

This is what I thought the best way 
maybe out of this, because at the time with the 
sound of the wind blowing through the elevator 
banks, because it was air pressure coming in, I 
had believed at the time it was air pressure 
coming down. I thought the floors were coming 
down. But it was tower two falling, which once 
again I didn't -- it didn't register. I thought 
it was my building. 

It must have rumbled for almost what 


seemed like an eternity, but it must have been 
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only five minutes or so, between the sound of it 
and the dying down. The entire floor was 
enveloped in dust, smoke, minimal heat, anda 
very eerie silence. 

Had thrown my mask on, took a couple of 
breaths. You could breathe it. Then I had gone 
right into the stairwell. There had to be 20 
people piled up, I mean actually in a pile. 

So I started peeling them off. I said, 
"Can you stand?" "Yes, I can stand." I'd stop 
them. I'd tell them to hold the railing. I 
grabbed the victim behind them, told them to grab 
the belt loop of the person in front of them. If 
it was a woman, I grabbed the bra strap. I 
actually grabbed the bra and told them, "Hold the 
bra, the other hand hold the railing," and make 
your way down. I started a train. 

The people, once again, even as 
panicking and crying as they were, they were 
listening and they were making their move. They 
were on their way down. They were coughing and 
disoriented. I said, "Hold onto the railing and 
hold onto the person in front of you and just 


keep moving, just keep moving down the stairs." 
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After I cleared those people out -- it 
had to account for maybe 30, 35 people by the 
time the last one had gone by me. Once again I 
felt very comfortable on the floor now. The 
shaking had stopped. The ground was very solid. 
The wall seemed solid. The sound was gone. It 
was just a matter of people coming down the 
stairs. 

I heard clanking from tools and masks 
banging against the wall, so I figured the 
brothers were on their way down. 

I began to make my way down the hallway 
to look where the other police officers were that 
had passed me in flight. I got to the end of the 
hallway. I found no one. I went back to the 
phone and called my wife's office again. Each 
time I was just leaving a message. As I picked 
up to use the phone, the phone was dead. I 
wasn't able to use the phone. 

I took out a window, about four 
windows, because now the quality of the air in 
the room I was in is in question. It was 
starting to get charged. So I started taking out 


windows. When I looked down, I saw ladders that 
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were twisted and cantilevered. I saw light bars 
that were just -- it looked as if you had a 
blinking light under a thin layer of dust is what 
it looked like. It was the top of rigs. 

Now I assumed that's where the tower -- 
I believed that the fascia or the upper floors 
had slipped from the building and dropped off, 
not realizing at all that the tower had fallen. 

I began to make my way back into the 
hallway, when people started to come up out of 
the stairwells. They were coming up from the 
lower floors, saying that the second and third 
floors were gone, you can't get out that way, 
what are we going to do, in a panic. 

Other firefighters had also now entered 
the floor. They were coming from above, anda 
couple were coming from down below. A battalion 
chief, a large man -- I don't know who he was -- 
he came in. I asked him if he was aware of what 
was happening. He said, "No." 

I brought him over to the window where 
I was, and I showed him out of the window. I 
said, "Look, this is what we're up against." We 


both looked at one another like "We're screwed." 
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There were some firemen that were 
yelling "Bail out." They gave a bail out, 
everybody bail out, and they were making their 
way out of the building, down the stairs. Some 
Civilians were panicking when they heard that, 
because they saw firemen leaving and saying bail. 

The chief and I and two other firemen 
stayed with the civilians. We didn't go down the 
stairwell that they were coming up, we moved 
halfway down the hallway. We found another 
stairwell and started filing people down that. 

We did almost a leap frog. I went down 
to a landing. I held my light until all the 
people came by. The chief and this other fireman 
had passed me. When the last person went by me, 
I made my way down the next level, relieving that 
fireman, and it was a leap frog to just try to 
keep the people moving and just make our way 
down. 

I got down to what I believe is the 
lobby level. I believe it was the lobby level. 
It was a gray level, so if that's the lobby, it 
was the gray level. There were filing all the 


Civilians to the left, which would have been 
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south. 

I was exhausted at this time, 
physically drained, trying to (inaudible). I was 
really wiped at the time. 

Oh, excuse me, let me go back to the 
11th floor. I have to do this. I'm sorry. 

Q. Go ahead. 

A. I had passed a Lieutenant Ed D'Atri 
from Squad 1. He saw me. He said, "Jimmy, where 
are my guys?" This is on the 11th floor after 
the tower had fallen. He had made his way up. 

He had said, "Jimmy, did you see our guys?" I 
said, "No, Eddie. Some bad shit just happened." 
He said, "Yeah, I know. I don't know where my 
guys are." He had gone up, and I had made my way 
back down the hallway. 

This is after the last civilians had 
gone by, just prior to me going back to look for 
the cops. I believe Eddie stayed on the floor 
with me for a minute. We gave a quick search. 
Then he made his way up. After that I didn't see 
Ed anymore. 

Going back down to the lobby level. I 


got down to the lobby level. There had to be six 
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to what I believe were maybe ten companies in a 
staged area. They were standing there. They 
were talking with one another. Once again, a 
very relaxed mode. 

The civilians were minimal at this 
time. There was a dark haze in the lobby, I 
guess from the settling dust from the prior 
collapse. 

I had made my way out on the West 
Street side. Once again, I passed these 
companies, and even a couple of the guys joked. 
They said, "Hey, Patrol, what are you doing?" I 
said, "Yeah, we're going to be here a while." We 
all snickered and laughed, and then I had exited 
the building. 

As I entered the building, a body fell 
maybe three or four feet from me and hit the 
ground. I got my back up against the wall and 
scooched along the building going north up tower 
one, going along. Two or three more bodies had 
impacted. 

I ran over to what I believe is 
Eight -- 


Q. Yes, that's Eight. 
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A. Eight World Trade Center. I made my 
way along that wall and up and to the first bend. 
When I saw I had a pretty clear area, I made it 
over to this side. It's an L shape going on -- I 
don't know how to describe that area. 

I ran into Patrolman Paul Curran. He 
saw that I was pretty taxed. Paulie looked wiped 
out. I said, "Paulie, what are you doing?" I 
said, "Where are the guys?" He said, "I really 
don't know. I'm going to go up and take a look 
for them." I said, "All right, look, I'm going 
to try to find out where our guys are, and we'll 
regroup back in front of the building." He said, 
"Okay." 

He had left and gone north. I began to 
go up north and I said, let me turn around and go 
back the other way, because I was thinking to 
scoot down which would have been Vesey Street. 

So I ended up here. I started to make may way 
back down Vesey, and the building began to 
rumble. It was a very quick time between when I 
saw Paul. 

As it started to coming down, I darted 


right back to the building which was eight World 
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Trade Center, dove next to a concrete traffic 
barrier and a truck and just covered up, because 
at the speed it was coming down, I saw that there 
was no way to run. 

I didn't want to run north, because I 
just didn't think I could outrun it, as taxed as 
I was, equipment I was wearing. I just didn't 
think I was going to make any time. So TI ran 
maybe six to eight feet, dove, and I just ended 
up between this barrier and this parked truck, 
covered up. 

After this it gets a little gray. I 
have no recollection of time. I remember making 
my way back down West Street, and I came upon an 
engine. There was a chauffeur and another guy 
next to the rig. He couldn't get his breath. I 
had gone through the same thing as Patrolman 
Curran, puking up the dry dust, trying to clear 
your throat, nothing was happening. 

I gave the chauffeur my mask. He used 
it for a bit. I made my way over to the hydrant 
and started splashing my face, trying to drink 
down some water to clear this debris out of 


my throat, the dust was -- visibility was maybe 


J. CANHAM 19 


five, ten feet. 

I got back to the chauffeur. He said 
he was doing better. I splashed him with some 
water. We steam at the hydrant. I said maybe we 
can get the stang open or set up a fog pattern 
and try to knock down some of this dust to make a 
path for anybody that might have been this way. 
We tried that. We got no -- the pump didn't 
engage. I believe that we lost water pressure 
somehow. The chauffeur believed the same. 

I told the chauffeur I'm going back 
over to the tower. I made my way back down north 
again. I remember hearing all pass alarms. 
Visibility was nil. There was heavy smoke. 

There was a lot of fire, a lot of car fires. 

I realized at that time I had no 
strength. I physically just couldn't do 
anything. I saw no one. I saw no firemen. I 
felt I was alone. I had just lost Paul, who was 
my chauffeur when I worked with him. I figured 
he's gone. I remember turning and walking away. 

An off-duty member from 105 Truck 
grabbed me and dragged me to a diner. There were 


other members from the Fire Patrol there. They 
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cleaned me up. It was air-conditioned. They 
took my stuff off, flushed my face, my eyes, 
washed me down. I began to recollect what was 
going on now. 

I immediately went to a phone. The 
proprietor gave me a phone, and I called the 
house watch here in Brooklyn. I gave them a head 
count of who was in the diner with me. There 
were Fire Patrolmen, and I believe there was one 
firemen. 

I gave everybody's name. I told the 
guy on house watch, "Take the names down, mark 
the time. This is who is alive right now. I'm 
very unaware of who else is around." 

I had commandeered a radio from one of 
the members from Fire Patrol who was in the diner 
at this time. When I had gotten the radio, I 
turned it on. It was futile. There were a lot 
of maydays. There were a lot of searching for 
people. The radio was useless as far as any kind 
of command. There was none. 

I made my way back towards West Street, 
where I ran into Captain Greco, another member of 


the Fire Patrol, a couple of firemen that were 
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wandering around aimlessly. Everybody was in 
shock. Anybody that was in that area was just 
mentally, physically gone. 

After that it's really gray. I 
remember we made our way back. We tried to make 
a sortie back into the building. Physically 
nobody had anything. We started seeing a lot of 
incoming companies now, inbound companies. 

Our supervisor had ordered us back to 
40 Fulton, and we made our way back to 40 Fulton 
Street, where we regrouped, came back to 
Brooklyn, got cleaned up, got a little something 
to eat and made our way back to the towers to 
search. And that went on for days after. 

Q. You thought about going back into the 
building. About a minute ago you said that. 
Which building were you going to go back into? 

A. Tower one. 

Q. Did you get a good view of it? It was 
just a pile of rubble. 

A. It was a pile of rubble. All you heard 
were pass alarms. 

Q. You heard pass alarms. 


A. There were no firemen. All the guys 
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that I had left -- there were ten companies in 
there, I'm sure, as far as the number goes. They 
were all in that lobby area. This lobby swung 
around. There were guys down this end. There 
were guys over there. 

Once again, they were escorting the 
people -- when I came down, it was -- it was just 
a small doorway. It was an access doorway that 
we had come out, and they had filed everybody to 
the left. I had gone to the right. After that 
it's just gray. 

I had believed at first, looking at the 
map, that I was here, which would have been 40 
feet from Vesey Street, 20 feet from the 
building. It was six of one, half dozen of the 
other, because either way I was in front of this 
building, either here or here. I really can't 
remember. 

I believe it was here because I 
remember there was a truck parked into it. There 
was a truck parked into it. I remember going 
back days later. I saw West Street directly in 
front of tower one was buried. Vesey Street and 


the top of this building, some debris had fallen 
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this way. I remember I was right in this one 
little void, which the command center I believe 
was set up here. 

Q. Right. 

A. So that's -- 

Q. You're talking about adjacent to number 
eight World Trade Center, just west of the 
building called number eight. 

When you went into the lower level of 
One World Trade Center, the sprinkler heads were 
going off. 

A. Right, they were heads off. 

Q. There was no fire; there was no heat. 
Their heads were off from a pressure surge like 
from the pressure created by the falling of 
building two or what do you think? 

A. What I believe set those heads off is 
when those elevators had dropped -- 

Q. Why did the elevators drop? 

A. They were sheered. 

Q. They were sheered. We didn't cover 
that. People told me, yeah, I think the 
elevators dropped and the doors were blown out 


and all that. 
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A. Right. 
Q. The elevators were sheered? 
A. They were sheered. 


Q. What did the elevator doors look like? 

A. They were buckled, cantilevered. The 
one woman was -- how she was standing up, I 
didn't know. 

Q. She was standing up? She was alive? 

A. She was standing up and alive, as I 
popped it with my tool. I had a converted 
officers tool. I made my own little. It's very 
good as far as leverage and so on and so forth. 
I got the door open maybe six to eight inches. 

That's when the guys from -- once 
again, I believe they were 10 Truck. He had put 
his officer's tool, my tool and the Halligan. We 
had both Halligans. But the door was so warped 
that we really couldn't get the strength to pop 
it open. 

But when the guy pulled up with the 
Port-A-Power, he was very confident. He was 
like, "Don't worry. I've got her." It seemed 
almost like he had done this before, like he was 


here working. Once again, I had come off duty. 
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So this maintenance man had enough muster to get 
that tool and begin to work on the doors right 
away. It just led me to believe that he had 
things under control. 

So myself and the lieutenant from 
whatever company that was were confident he could 
do it, and we had moved on. 

Q. I wonder where he is now. 

A. Exactly. He was ten feet from Sergeant 
Sheehan and Keith Roma. 

Q. You're the first guy that told me that 
they saw D'Atri. I know D'Atri. Nobody else 
told me that they saw him. 

A. When you speak to the others from 
Squad, they should tell you, because I had spoken 
to them immediately after that. 

Once again, I'm doing this 23 years. 
You always think, yeah, if you give a location, 
you have a good idea where they can be. This 
changed all the rules. This changed all the 
rules. This went from a structure to a wafer in 
seconds, in seconds. 

I couldn't believe the speed of that 


tower coming down. I heard the rumble, I looked 
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up, debris was already 50 feet from the ground, 


on its way down. You looked and you ran. You 


just didn't -- 
Q. You reacted or you didn't survive. 
A. You just moved. You just ran. You 


knew you were dead. I Knew I was dead. As I 
thought of my children, life flashing before your 
eyes, true. You see it, you see it, you see it. 
I saw my boys, I Saw -- 

Q. That's about it? 

A. Yeah. 

Q. Good. 

CHIEF MALKIN: I thank Sergeant Canham 
for this interview. The time is now 1633 


hours, and this concludes the interview. 


